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Does the Media Pay Too Much Attention to Celebrities? 

2010BA ^'^'1^1 Myrtle 
Nowadays celebrities are the most welcomed people all over the world. It is likely 
that fans and media are paying attention to every tiny movement of celebrities. Fans 
and reporters track celebrities everywhere, and, because of this, reporters received 
the name paparazzi. I strongly believe it does no good to pay too much attention to 
celebrities; allow me to provide reasons to support my viewpoint. 

The first reason is that celebrities have their own life and own family to take 
care of. When the media tracks them everywhere, it causes many difficulties for them 
and their family members. For example, the famous Chinese actor Liudehua became 
the father of a cute girl, and the media wanted to see the infant so badly that they 
tracked Liudehua everywhere. He had to move from one place to another in order to 
protect his family. 

In the second place, if the media pays too much attention to celebrities it is very 
harmful to the academic standards of teenagers. Many kinds of people are fans of 
different celebrities, but teenagers constitute the majority. Teenagers buy magazines 
instead of buying study materials. However, if the media stopped providing news 
about celebrities, teenagers would focus on their studies. 

Apart from the points I made above, there is another reason I would like to 
provide. Sometimes, the media reports whatever news they get from the celebrities, 
even if it hurts or destroys them. When such bad news is announced, celebrities may 
be unable to bear the pressure and commit suicide. 

In conclusion, if the media pays too much attention to celebrities it is 
unacceptable, because celebrities have their own life, it is harmful to teenagers, and it 
can even cause death. 



Photo Essay: Making Cheese 



These photographs were taken by Sha bo sgrol ma (friSTfe™ Zoe) in Gung chen ^la 
Village, Duofudan (fss^W) Township, Zeku (!•[&]) County, Huangnan (g,|) Tibetan 
Autonomous Prefecture, Qinghai (si^-gk) Province. 

The following pictures show the process of how to dry cheese. Usually, 
women make cheese. The first step is to milk the yak, then pour the milk into a 
bucket, and put the lid on the bucket and stir it for three or four hours until you have 
butter. After churning the milk into butter there is left over buttermilk called da ra, 
which is not good for drinking. Then you boil the da ra until it becomes fermented 
and then pour it into a mesh bag for about one day (depending on the weather) in 
order for it to dry. 

Next, pour the soft cheese onto a big plastic tarp and separate it into small 
pieces. Then put four big stones on the sides of the plastic to weigh it down. Some 
people make scarecrows of people or animals near the drying cheese. People do this 
to discourage crows or magpies from eating the cheese. 

The cheese on the plastic should be placed outside in the sun. If the weather 
is not good (for example, if it is rainy or windy), people collect the cheese and dry it 
the next day. After two or three days, the cheese will be dry and it can be stored in a 
plastic bag or basin. Cheese is very important in nomadic areas: people eat it with 
rtsam pa and also sell the surplus for extra income. The cheese might taste sour or 
plain, depending on the milk that made it. 
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Fate's Cruel Joke 

1 OB AT^I^'t 15 ! Ruben 
After Bsam 'phel departed from the monastery several years ago, he married a 
woman with a similar station in his father's village. He started to live a wonderful 
life, and determined that he would earn money and build a warm home. 

A few years passed and Bsam 'phel had one boy and one girl. The small family 
was quite happy and his home was filled with laughter. Thus, villagers gradually 
began to regard him well and admire his vision as so different now from when he left 
the village for the monastery. 

Bsam 'phel had a horribly pitiful childhood because he lost his mother's love 
when he was two years old. His father remarried another woman after his father 
entrusted Bsam 'phel to the monastery where his uncle worked as a cook. When he 
was seven years old, Bsam 'phel listened to his uncle's suggestions and became a 
monk in that monestery, engrossed in the study of Buddhism. Several years later, he 
became an illustrious monk, chanting scripture, and earned people's respect in 
surrounding villages. Addtionally, he learned Chinese when he went to nearby 
markets to shop with his uncle. 

Unfortunately, his uncle died in a traffic accident one day when he came back 
to the monastery from the market. Bsam 'phel repeatedly tried to get justice in court 
for his uncle's death, but nothing happened. Afterwards, Bsam 'phel's life had 
numerous changes, and he left the monstery with a conflicted mentality. 

Maybe fate is the real judge for people like Bsam 'phel. His father was arrested, 
disturbing his tranquil life yet again. Because his father became a prisoner for 
protesting his village's grassland division, Bsam 'phel sold all of his property to help 
his father regain his liberty. His father was Bsam 'phel's only relative in the world 
after his uncle died. But, Bsam 'phel was not able to rescue his father from jail. 

Finally, he faced the difficult situation of a divorce from his wife. He began to 
wander everywhere, and complained that he hated everyone. Unfortunately, one of 
his friends invited him to come to Xining City, where he joined a criminal 
organization. 

From that time on, he became filled with hatred and took revenge on everyone 
who annoyed or betrayed him. Thus, he gradually became merciless and 
compassionless in everything he did. Simultaneously his rank elevated in the 
organization and he became a leader, where his many brethen began to call him 
'brother' in that organization. 



One Night's Dream 

By 201 1BA ^'^'f^l Helen 

Wearing a military uniform, I led many soldiers through a vast desert. There was no 
grass and no trees; only the sand and howling wind. We planned to fight the British 
troops. One difficulty was that we lacked food; all the soldiers looked like hungry 
beasts. 

I heard noises in the distance. 1 put my ear to the ground to guess how many 
British soldiers there were, and by the sound of their hooves 1 could guess how many 
horses were coming towards us. I quickly said to my soldiers, "Prepare your weapons. 
I strongly believe we will win." In unison they said, "We will win!" But to my 
surprise as they raised their weapons, all I saw were such primitive things as swords, 
spears, and knives. We tried our best, but what could we do? 

I was captured by the British troops. They put me in a big steel cage and 
brought me to their country. I was ashamed when many people in the street threw 
vegetables and eggs at me. I was too angry to keep quiet. I cried out, scolding them, 
"You bitches! We will win in the end. Don't be happy so early." 

Suddenly, I heard an explosion, and I was woken by my younger brother's 
fart. 
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Do You Know Me? by 2012BA ^'«^| Elena 
Hello everyone! I'm a Tibetan girl. My name is Rig mtsho and my English name is 
Elena. I'm from Gcan tsha County, Qinghai Province. I'm not pretty, but I think I'm 
very lovely. I have a round face and long hair. 

I have a happy family. There are five people in my family: my grandfather, my 
parents, my younger sister, and me. My father and mother are famers. My younger 
sister is a middle school student. During vacations, my entire family is together and 
we have a good time. 

At school, I work hard. I like Tibetan, English, and Math very much. I love my 
teachers and friends there, so I'm very happy. After school, I go home, do my 
homework, and read books. I help my mother do the housework. I watch TV. I also 
teach some children. Sometimes I go play with my friends. 
I'm happy every day. 

2012 < >^^'|f]-«| Morgan 



The Most Beautiful Flower by 201 1 ^'^'fft'YH Kim 
Do you know what the most beautiful flower in the world is? Peony? Rose? Lotus? 
You may list the names of different flowers that you are fond of. I once asked my 
mother the same question, and looking at me with deep feeling, she answered, "My 
child, for parents, their children's smiling faces are the most beautiful flowers in the 
world." 

Our smiling faces are the most beautiful flowers in the world for our parents, 
but are you giving the most beautiful flowers to them every day? We have paid too 
much attention to our own things. How many times have you said angry words to 
your parents because you thought that they could not understand you? Have you ever 
imagined or worried about their anxious looks? 

My friends, next time you see your parents, smile. Smile from your heart. 
That's the most precious gift for them. Let our life be brimming with smiles. Your 
sweetness predicts your brilliant future. 

Silly Girl by 201 1BA ^'^'|^| Suzan 
Once upon a time, there was a very beautiful place. Clean water surrounded the 
village and green trees were everywhere. The bank of the river was covered in 
colorful wildflowers. Carrie's family lived in the center of the village. They lived a 
simple, sweet life. Carrie's father, Eric, worked in the fields and her mother, 
Frederica, did housework at home. 

Carrie was a pretty girl. She had beautiful bright eyes and a slim body. She 
was a diligent girl, but her imagination was overactive. 

One day, Carrie was carrying a basin of milk on her head. She thought, if I 
had a hen, the hen will lay eggs and hatch chicks. After I feed the chicks to make 
them fat, I can eat the meat and eggs, and I can sell them at the mall for a good price. 
Then 1 can join a grand party. Some rich merchants and handsome boys will also join 
this party. They will be attracted to my beauty. Somebody will beg me to marry them. 
I will toss my head and say "NO!" 

At that time the basin fell off her head and the milk spilled on the ground. 
Her dreams like bubbles drifted upward and disappeared. She hung her head and sat 
on the ground. 



I Have a Dream 

By20l2BA^'fHNiko 

"I have a dream." Maybe when you hear these words, you can't help but 
remember the great speaker Martin Luther King. But you shouldn't be 
surprised to learn that even common people like me also have dreams. 

Now, I will tell you about my dream. My dream is to become a 
teacher. "As Qinghai Normal University students, we will become 
teachers." When I told people this, they were surprised. But, I would like 
to be a special teacher. What is special? It was a big question mark until I 
arrived at Qinghai Normal University, but when I arrived there I realized 
what special is. Teachers like Elena, Gerald, Dr. Dorji, Mr. Wu and so on, 
are great examples and also special people. They are responsible and 
punctual. They are also kind to everyone. They spend much time working 
for students and never waste time. I think their lives are colorful and 
meaningful. 

If I have the opportunity, I will become like my teachers, because I 
not only have great examples, but many people are counting on me. All in 
all, it is said that actions speak louder than words. From now on, I will try 
my best. 



Teaching Project Summary 

By2010BA q «' q ^lEd 
Time 

The teaching project began on the sixteenth of July 2012, and ended on the 
twenty-second of August 2012. During that time we took a ten-day holiday for the 
village harvest (2012/8/1 — 2012/8/12). In total, the teaching project went for 
twenty-six days. There were two classes in the morning and two in the afternoon. 
Each class took one hour, so there were four hours of teaching per day. 

Expenditures 

We purchased four kinds of books and thirty books of every kind. There were 
English ABC books, Tibetan history books, Tibetan linguistics books, and Tibetan 
story books. I invited a teacher from Qinghai University. I paid 1,046RM for the 
books and 800RMB for the teacher. The remaining 154.00RMB and 146.00RMB of 
my own were used for miscellaneous expenses. In total I spent 2146.00RMB for the 
teaching project. 

Number of Students 

More than fifty students joined in the beginning, but there were only twenty-two 

students by the end of the teaching project. 

Reaction From the Villagers 

The villagers were very surprised and hopeful when they heard about this teaching 
project, especially because they didn't need to pay more for the classes. They sent 
their children to my class enthusiastically, because training classes are usually too 
expensive for farming families. Also the student's study level is limited in my village 
and they don't have many chances to study during the holidays. There has never been 
a free teaching project before. So, I discovered that my teaching project was very 
important for them. The villagers respected and supported my work. The students 
were enthusiastic about the free class and did everything on time. They really liked 
the class activities. As a result, the villagers hope to enlarge the dimension of the 
teaching class during the next holiday. Therefore I plan to take any chances to offer 
village students a good study atmosphere. Moreover I'm going to try my best to help 
them improve their Tibetan and English. So, I think I must let them discover how 
important education is for their children. 
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My Hvmetowvi 

By 2012BA ^'f 11 ! Nicole 

Mu hometown Is a beautiful place, it Is called Tibet. Tibet Is located In 
southwest china. Many years ago, It was a poor avid backward place. A 
lot of people had vio worfc. They lived a hard life. 

in 1^5^, my hometown was liberated, since then, great changes 
have tafcen place there, For example, factories, schools, hospitals, and 
shops have been built ovie after another. The life of the Tibetan people has 
greatly Improved. 

I love my hometown very much, so I wai/vt to do something 
meaningful -for It. As a student, I study hard, especially English. The 
reason Is that English Is an International language and It Is the most 
useful language In the world, i must learn It well, becau.se by doling so, i 
can liA-trodu.ce the history and culture of Tibet to foreigners. 

I love my hometown very much, because there are many temples 
such as the Potala palace, sera, z,he feng, Randan and i^axlaozhao. 
Another reason why I love Tibet Is that Tibetans believe In Buddhism, 
and I do too. 

in my eyes, Tibet Is a holy place, so, I want to welcome 
everybody to visit my hometown. 



Photo Essay: Yi Clothing 

These images of Yi women's traditional dress were taken in Dahuoshan 
Village, Jinjiang Town, Shangrila County, Diqing Prefecture, Yunnan 
Province. All photographs by Bao Guoping 
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Dear Dad, I Will Elope With Jack by 201 1BA ^'^^'^l Keith 

Standing in front of his daughter's room, Father noticed that it was too clean and tidy. 
He was very surprised. His daughter was 15. She was obsessed with fashion. She was 
always dressed fashionably and didn't usually have a clean room. But today, her 
room was unusually spotless. Father walked in, and strangely, saw a letter on the 
quilt. He felt that something had happened, and began to read the letter anxiously. 

Dear Father: 

When I wrote this letter, I felt very guilty, but I must tell you I have left home 
with Jack, because I know you and Mother would stop me from marrying him. So, I 
have eloped with him. We love each other very much and no one can impede our 
sweet wedding. 

I believe you will like Jack. There are many tattoos on his body: dragons, 
tigers, lions, and such things. His hair is different from everyone else's. Hike it very 
much. He is the man in fashionable clothes you saw in the picture last Monday. You 
don't know, but I must tell you today. I'm pregnant, and the baby is Jack's. 

Jack said he will take care of me and our baby. I believe him, so I decided to 
live with him. Even though we don't have enough money, we can live happily. He is 
just 30 years older than me, but love doesn't count years. Of course, Jack has a lot 
of girlfriends, but I trust him. He will love me in a different way. Jack thinks hemp 
is not harmful for your health, so we can plant a lot of hemp in the garden. 

At last, I hope the doctor can find a way to cure AIDS and if they find it, they 
can help Jack, and he will be in better health than now. Then we can live happily 
with our baby. 

Father nearly fainted when he read this. At that time, he saw some words on 
the bottom of the page. This is not the end. The end is on the back of the page. 
Father looked at the back of the page immediately and started to read. 

Dad! What you just read before is not true. The truth is I failed my examination this 
term, and my report card is on the table. After you sign your name on it, make sure 
you will not beat me. Then please call me and I will come back home. I am staying at 
Uncle's house right now. The reason why I wrote this letter is because I want to let 
you know, there many things worse than failing exams. See you soon. 
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My Ffero 
by 2011 BA Linda 

Who is my hero? My hero is an ordinary person. Now, 1 will tell you a story about my hero my 
so yon will know them. 

One night when 1 was five years old, my mother, my eider sister, my younger brother And 
I went to my Want's home- At ten o 'clock is we were half way home, there was a bi^ stone on the 
road, bat my sister didn 't see it- When she stepped on that stone, it accidently fell on my right leg. 
My leg couldn't move. My mother didn't realize what had happened, and she Just pulled my hand 
And walked. But, 1 couldn 't move- Finally, my dear mother saw that- She felt airaid and worried. 
Then my sister began to cry. They removed the big stone. My mother asked me how I felt- 1 felt 
my leg and 1 couldn 't move it, so 1 couldn 't walk home. 1 thought maybe my bone was broken. So, 
my mother put me on her back. 

We went to find a doctor in our village- Tie doctor gave me some medicine and used 
some wood to make a spiint for my leg- Then we went home- That night 1 couldn 't fall asleep, 
because my leg was so painful. My mother also couldn 't Tall asleep. 

The next day, 1 stayed at home- Because my Tather wasn 't at home (he had gone to make 
money Tor my TamilyJ, we didn 't have enough, people to send me to hospital- The day alter that, 
my Tather came back and took me to hospital. The doctor was angry with my Tather and said, Ff 
you came to the hospital one day later, her leg would have been be incurable. " F was afraid too. 

The next month, my Tather and 1 stayed in the hospital. 1 couldn't walk OT course, 1 also 

couldn 't play with my sister and brother, fwas so lonely, but my Tather told me many stories and 

Jokes- ffe cooked ibod /or me, washed my clothes and gave me medicine every day (gradually I 

could walk and run. Finally my leg was as good as new, but my Tather 's hair had become whiter 

than before- 

My heroes are my parents, because 1 think they are so great and kind. They sent all of their 
children to school Fn my village no family but mine sent all their children to school, even though 
my family is not rich. They tried their best to give us a comfortable life. F think we are so lucky. 
So, my heroes are my parents, F love them. They will live in my heart forever. 



Tsering's Short Life 

2010BA % 3 \'^ 3 \'^ 3 \' ( ^ q | John 

Many years ago, a guy called Tsering lived in my village. He was an orphan and was 
adopted by his Uncle, Tserhong, when he was ten years old. He went to school with 
me. His uncle and other family members were very kind to him. He was a good 
student and his teachers and family were proud of him. 

He died five years ago, but he is still fresh in my memory. His voice and face 
are still vivid in my mind. He was very cheerful and smart. He also had a very good 
sense of humor, so students and teachers liked him. In short, I am honored that we 
were fated to be friends, and I am very proud to have known such a person. We were 
from the same village and went to the same school, so he and I had a deep friendship 
with each other. Sometimes, I still wonder why our destinies were so entangled. 
Perhaps it's fate! We studied together from the carefree time of elementary school 
until junior high school. I recall that he was very smart in elementary school and was 
able to get first place in every exam, but he did not care about awards and proudly 
continued to study hard. He truly was an excellent student. Many years quickly 
passed like running water. Tsering grew up and became a middle school student. He 
was still my classmate and we were best friends and lived together. 

Once when we were in primary school, I made a mistake and was punished by 
our teacher. Tsering comforted me, saying, "Come on! Do your best. Never give up. 
I believe in you and can help you if you need me." When I heard those 
sweet-sounding words, I felt very excited and deeply encouraged. 1 decided to 
continue my struggle. So, from that time we always worked together and he helped 
me every day in class. He guided me and encouraged me to be brave. Actually 1 was 
a really lazy student before, but thanks to his help I became more diligent. He also 
made me more self-confident than before. I was very happy because I had Tersing's 
help and thus made great progress. 

We two were admitted to our new school. 1 already knew that he was adopted 
by his uncle because he had no parents. I knew that his family was not very wealthy, 
so I guessed his uncle almost certainly would not let him go to school. I never 
thought that his uncle would actually let him go on to secondary school, so I almost 
couldn't believe that Tsering was allowed to continue his studies with me. But, with 
permission from our families, we continued or studies. 

In high school, Tsering slowly began to change and became very quiet. I do not 
know why this happened. High school teachers often called him to their office to chat, 
but he never said anything. I began to worry that he would not be able to come to 
school. At school we helped each other, and learned from each other as before, but I 



always felt something was different. His sense of humor became very abnormal. 1 
knew he was so sad, but I did not know exactly why he was so sad. 

One freezing winter's day, we two as usual to got up, washed faces and went to 
do our morning exercises, and eat breakfast. When we finished breakfast, he 
suddenly asked me a very strange question. He said, "Renchin, if you knew you were 
going to die, what would you do before that? " 

I was surprised, and touched his head and said, "I do not know. I never thought 
about it. What's wrong with you my friend? Why are you suddenly asking me such a 
strange question? What's on your mind?" 

He smiled at me, and patted me on the shoulder and said, "Nothing happened. 
I'm just asking. Eat quickly, otherwise we will be late to class." 

After that conversation we never talked about death again. We studied 
together and sometimes played a basketball. Most of all, he liked to run, so we often 
had races. I always won. He often smiled and said, "If life was a race, then I am sure 
you would win" 

Time flew into the third semester. We began to enter the tense phase of review, 
because we had to face the final exam. The school campus was mired in winter 
depression, that day. Snow was falling and the ground was covered in a thick coat of 
snow. People's footsteps creaked loudly on the soft powder. The school announced a 
ten day holiday, so we all went home. I left with Tsering, and along the way he 
seemed very excited, but I could see that he actually was very sad. When we arrived 
at the village, I went to his home. His family was warm-hearted, especially his uncle, 
who treated Tsering like his own son. 

Now it is three years later. Tsering has already left this world, and I've already 
become a university student. Though he has been dead for many years, I still don't 
know why, in my memory he is still alive. His voice, face, and words are still in my 
memories. He seems to whisper in my ear gently, "To live in this world, do not have 
regrets. If you work hard, then you can we can overcome all difficulties." 

Tsering still guides me. He changed my study and changed my life. I will 
remember him forever. 
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One Year of Teaching Experience 

2007BA £*r^'ff | stan 

Every day is a part of life, and every second can create new life experiences. One 
year passes incredibly fast. What did I do this year? What did 1 achieve? I thought 
about these two questions for a long time, but maybe today 1 can give a thoughtful 
answer. 

Teaching is my passion, and while I was teaching in the Lung bzang 
boarding school I learnt and achieved a lot. Of course, there were lots of new things 
in everyday school life, but today I will offer some special experiences to describe 
my teaching life and some experiences related to school. 

I started to teach just after the last winter holiday. During this year I joined 
about twenty trainings in Nanjing and Beijing for different purposes. 

Last semester I joined a computer training in Nanjing. The school sent me 
because I am the youngest teacher and know a few things about computers, whereas 
most of the teachers know nothing about computers. In Nanjing they trained us in 
basic computer skills such as how to use Word, Excel, PPT, and how to use the 
Internet. We joined a group of teachers from different schools in Mtsho lho Tibetan 
Autonomous Prefecture. 

During that time we also went to visit ten schools in Nanjing, and watch 
some specialist classes. From my point of view, there were big differences between 
my school and the schools in Nangjing, because all the schools in Nanjing have 
computer rooms and multi-media classroom. 

Afterwards, I came back to school from the training in Nanjing. I started to 
make a magazine for the school. The magazine was mainly about school life: 
students' activities, teachers' teaching, and changes in the school environment, such 
as new buildings, and new teachers' apartments. There were also some articles in the 
magazine that were written by the teachers in school, and were mainly about the 
school's improvement after the school got a new leader. So during that semester, I 
didn't teach much and only worked on these kinds of work. 

At the beginning of the second semester, I told the school leader that my 
major was English in the college, and that I hoped to teach English in the school. The 
school leader agreed with me, so I taught English for grade four. I was so happy to 
teach in the school, and I used some different teaching styles, because I learned 
several new teaching methods while in ETP. 

After one month, the school sent me to join a training in Beijing, which 
taught us how to use new teaching methods in our real teaching. For me, all the 



training was easy, because I already learned those teaching methods in the school. 
But, of course, I got a lot of new experiences during the training in Beijing, such as 
visiting lots of elementary schools in Beijing; their school life is much better than in 
my school. 

There is an annual teaching competition in Dar mtsho County, and during 
this competition around thirty county leaders and good teachers come to each school 
and watch several teachers classes. Then they give a score for the school and each 
teacher. So this year, I joined the teaching competition to represent all the teachers in 
Lung bzang School. Finally, I got number one from among all the Tibetan teachers in 
Dar mtsho County, and they said they had never seen such a natural and free class in 
their life. 

I think this is just a general description of one year's experience. Finally, I have 
had good experiences, and I hope I will get more experience in the future. 



Photo Essay: Prostration prints by 201 OB A 
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These two footprints were made by a devout monk. The monk is a doctor who 
prostrated for about 17-18 years and left the marks of his feet and sliding hands on 
the floor. He prostrated in front of the 'Jam pa'i dbyangs (rmsrqq-^g^i) statue in the 
'Jam dbyangs khang (^si-zr^sr^ien) Temple around 5,000 times per day. Now he 
still prostrates around 500 times each day at a different temple. A monk told me that 
he has almost worn another set of his footprints at this new temple. 
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Qinghai Minorities Charity Fund 

Plateau Cultural Heritage Protection Group 



Plateau Cultural Heritage Protection Group (PCHP) began in 2005 and was officially 
registered as sub-group of Qinghai Minorities Charity Fund. Because in recent 
decades, the oral traditions are rapidly vanishing on Tibetan, PCHP is working to 
encourage and training youths to preserve cultural heritage on the Tibetan Plateau. 

PCHP selected 20 students from English Training Program (ETP) of 
Qinghai Normal University in 2012 and PCHP provided various trainings to the 
students during the weekends of the first semester from April to July. The provided 
trainings was about traditional cultural awareness, cultural documentary film 
discussion and technical skills, such as video editing, Photoshop, and the use of 
cameras and recorders. The aim of the training is to build traditional cultural 
awareness and improve their technical skills to produce valuable DVDs. The 20 
students sacrificed their free time to attend all the training and made significant 
improvement. 

Ten students conducted fieldwork during the summer holiday in their home 
communities and during the National holiday five students conducted fieldwork. 
With their hard working they recorded 1 99 oral literature or songs with metadata and 
took 4,406 Photos from their communities. 

After they returned from fieldwork, students worked on editing video 
slideshows and 10 students completed video slideshows and five students are 
working on video slideshows now. They work on video slideshow when they have no 
classes during the afternoon and weekends. With their hard work they learned many 
things and made great contributions for future generations. 

They are going to burn DVDs with their video slideshows and then 
distribute the DVDs to their home communities in the coming winter holiday, and the 
community will evaluate the content of the DVDs to get their feedback and 
suggestions. 

In 2012, students attended more training and spent more time to work on 
their video slideshows than last year, along with documented the oral traditions as 
well. 



Students are practicing how to use recorders in the office of PCHP. 




Mgon bo mtsho is conducting fieldwork in Klu chu County, Gansu Province. 




Students are editing their video slideshow in the PCHP office. 




A PCHP Member's Report by 201 OB A T^'if^'lH Ruben 
After I trained for four months in the music project with teacher Libu Lakhi, during 
the first semester of 201 1, 1 departed Xining City and journeyed to my hometown to 
collect traditional oral traditions which will soon disappear. Throughout the time 
during that holiday, I stayed in Rdza rgon Village and recorded folksongs, Mani song, 
praise songs, and flute songs. During the recording, I encountered some problems. 
For example, the singers were very shy and nervous when I recorded them and 
therefore I needed more time with them in order to record a song completely. Also, 
external noise was a big problem when I was recording. So, sometimes I needed to 
get up quite early and visit the singer's homes when other people were still sleeping. 
Fortunately, even though taking very clear and beautiful photos was difficult for me, 
I was very interested in photography. A flute song I recorded illustrates a horse's 
faithfulness to his owner and his miserable journey when he came back to home after 
he escaped from a thief s hands. The horse listened to that flute music from faraway 
place and looked for his former owner. 
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Bridge of Love 
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During the summer holiday of 2010, I was lucky enough have the chance to do an 
educational project. The site was in Xinglong Primary School in Xinglong Village, 
Jingjiang Township, Shangri-la County, Diqing Tibetan Autonomous Prefecture, 
Yunnan Province, China. In total we had 120 students and four teachers. I applied for 
this project from Teacher Luke. I applied for 4,800 RMB and found another three 
teachers. All of them were college students and all were from Shangri-la County. We 
taught English, Chinese, and Mathematics. In total, we spent twenty days carrying 
out our plan. In the end, both teachers and students were satisfied with the results. 

We faced many challenges when doing this project. For me, there was a lot to 
think about as the manager. Also, all of us lacked teaching experience. Finally, the 
situation of rural education is not very good, and so we faced many challenges in that 
regards. 

Nonetheless, this was a meaningful experience. The world is full of love, and if 
we extend our hands we can spread love everywhere, especially to those who most 
need our help. As long as we build such bridges of love, we are not alone. Thanks for 
everyone who helped me build a bridge of love. 
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